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THE CLOUDS 


ACT: I 


SCENE I 
Interior of Strepsiades’ house. Dawn. 
[SrREpstapEs, PupippipEs, and slaves discovered in bed.} 


Sir. Oh Zeus in heaven! these awful endless nights! 
Is there no hope? will daylight never come? 
It’s ages since I heard the first cock crow, 
And still the slaves are snoring in their beds. 
Time was when things were different, but now, 
Thanks to this cursed war, I daren’t so much 
As try to punish one of my own slaves, 
Just look! why, ev’n this model son of mine 
Never lies awake at nights, but sleeps and snores 
Nestling beneath four blankets and a rug. 
Well, I must try—I’ll settle down again. 
No good! they’re worse than fleas, these blessed 
debts 
And stable-bills and usurers’ accounts— 
And all for him. He curls his scented hair, 
And rides, and drives his tandems, and at night 
He dreams of horses—-while I groan and watch 
The moon bring near the day of reckoning. 
For interest does not grow less with time. 
(To a slave) Light the lamp, boy, and bring the 
ledger here ; 
And let me count my creditors and reckon 
What the sum comes to now—Let’s add it up. 
First, fifty pounds to Pasias: what for? 
Why did I borrow that? Oh ah! to buy 
That racer for my son—fool that I was— 
A razor for my throat was what I wanted. 
B2 
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Phid. (in his sleep) Philon, you’re cheating: keep to your 
own course. 
Str. Ah! there’s the curse that brought me to this pass: 
Even in his sleep he dreams he's at the races. 
Phid. How many laps do the chariots run to-day? 
Str. A pretty score of laps you've made me run, 
Your poor old father—After Pasias, 
‘Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear,’ 
Twelve pounds for car and wheels to Amynias. 
Phid. Give him a roll and take him home to stable. 
Sir. You've rolled me out of house and home, my son: 
There’s judgement out against me for my debts, 
And now the lenders swear they will distrain 
To get their interest. 
Phid. (waking up) What is it, father? 
What makes you toss and grumble all night long? 
Sir. It’s common pleas—all biting me in bed. 
Phid. Oh, my good father, let me sleep a bit. 
Str. Well, sleep on then, but let me tell you this: 
These debts will one day fall on your own head. 
A curse on that match-making friend of mine 
Who drove me into marrying your mother. 
I dearly loved my pleasant country life : 
Unwashed, unbrushed, I lay about the fields— 
All among sheep and bees and olive-cakes— 
Till Megacles, the son of Megacles, 
Gave me his niece, a lady of the town, 
An heiress, full of airs and dainty ways, 
Matched with a country bumpkin from the fields— 
I won’t say she was wasteful, but it’s true 
She made the money spin, and many a time 
I used to hold my rags before her eyes 
And say, ‘Look here, good wife, you spin too fast.’ 
Slave. The oil’s burnt out, sir, and we’ve no more left. 
Sir. Then why on earth light such a thirsty lamp? 
Come here, you’ll suffer for it. 
Slave. What for, sir? 
Sir. For putting in a great thick wick like that— 
Well, later on, when this son here was born 
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To me and my good wife, we set to work 
And wrangled long and loud about his name. 
She, being horsey, wanted ‘hippos’ in it, 


Xanthippos or Chaerippos or Callippides : 


I backed my father’s name, Phidonides. 
‘So for a while* we quarrelled, but at last 
We compromised upon Phidippides. 
Then she would take him in her arms and babble, 
‘Think when you're a big man and drive to town 
In a big coat like uncle Megacles.’ 
And I would add, ‘Think when you drive the goats 
Off the hillside, like father, in a smock.’ 
And yet he never listened to my words, 
But spread this horse-plague over all my fortunes. 
So now I’ve pondered on it all the night, 
And only one small loophole can I find— 
A great plan though, and if he likes, I’m saved. 
Well, first he must be woken up—I wonder 
How he likes being woken best? Let’s try: 
Phidippides—dearest Phidippides. 
What d’you want, father? 
Give me your hand and kiss me. 
There; what’s the matter? 
Tell me, do you love me? 
Of course, yes, by Poseidon, lord of horses. 
No, no, for heaven’s sake, not the lord of horses. 
He is the god who’s caused me all this trouble. 
But now, if you love me with all your heart, 
Listen to me, my son. 
Well, father, speak. 
I want you to turn over a new leaf 
And go and learn what I am going to tell you. 
Learn what? 
Well, will you listen ? 
Yes, I'll listen ; 
Of course I will. 
Then, look out of the window, 
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D’you see that gate and the little house beyond? 
Yes, J see: but what is the little house? 
The Thinking-School of philosophic minds. 
Within it live the men who by their words 
Show us that heaven is—a cooking-stove 
Set all around us, and we are—the coals, 
And they can teach us, if we pay a fee, 
To win our suits, just and unjust alike. 
Who are they? 

Well, I don’t quite know their names, 
But they're philosophers and gentlemen. 
Humph! scoundrels, I bet. I know whom you 

mean, 
Those pale-faced, barefoot wind-bags, taught and led 
By poor old Socrates and Chaerephon. 
Hush, hush, my son, don’t talk so hastily! 
If you care for your father’s bread and butter, 
You'll join the school and let the turf go hang. 
By heaven, I won't, no, not for all the pheasants 
Bred in the coverts of Leogoras. 
My dear good boy, I beg you, I beseech you, 
Do go and learn. 
And pray, what can they teach? 

It’s said they keep in there two Arguments, 
The Better, as they call it, and the Worse: 
And of these two the Worse, as rumour goes, 
Can always win, however bad its plea. 
If you will learn this Unjust Argument, 
Of all the debts which you have brought on me, 
I needn’t ever pay a single penny. 
No good! I couldn’t face the Knights again, 
Once ‘sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought.’ 
Then not another mouthful will I give you, 
You and your wheeler and your thoroughbred. 
Out of my house at once: go to the dogs. 
Oh! uncle Megacles won’t leave me horseless. 
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I don’t care that for you: I'll go at once. 

[Exit PuipipPiDEs. 
I’ve had a blow, but I won't take it lying; 
I'll pray to all the gods and go myself 
And learn what they can teach me in the School. 
(He pauses) I'm old and slow and short in memory : 
How can I learn hair-splitting arguments? 

[E£xit STREPSIADES. 
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SCENE II 


The Court of the Thinking-School. 


[Pupits engaged in various scientific pursuits. STREPSIADES 
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Pupil. 


Sir. 
Pup. 
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seen at the gate.] 


Well, I must go: it’s no use dawdling here. 
I'll knock at once. Hullo there! 

Get along! 
Who in the world’s this knocking at the door? 
Strepsiades, Phidon’s son, born at Cicynna. 
At least you’re no philosopher, my friend ; 
You kicked our door so loud and thoughtlessly, 
That our experiments have all gone wrong. 
Pardon—‘I dwell among the untrodden ways.’ 
But tell me what it was that all went wrong. 
That none may hear but Socrates’ disciples. 
Then tell me quickly, for I too, my friend, 
Have come as a disciple to the School. 
Then listen, but remember these are mysteries. 
This morning Socrates asked Chaerephon 
How many flea’s feet a sound flea could jump: 
For one that bit the brow of Chaerephon 
Alighted on the head of Socrates. 
How did he measure it? 

Most cleverly ; 

He warmed some wax and firmly grasped the flea 
And dipt its feet into the melted wax; 
So when it cooled, the flea had waxen slippers ; 
These he removed and measured out the jump. 
Ye gods in heaven, what ingenuity ! 
Then, too, last night we found we had no dinner. 
How did he conjure for your bread and butter? 
By the Gymnasium there stands an altar: 
On it he spread a thin layer of ashes, 
Then bent a spit and so made compasses, 
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And compassed the abduction of the cloak. 
Thales of old was but a fool to this! 

Make haste, make haste, open the door for me 
And show me Socrates at once. I yearn 

To be his pupil. Let me in, I pray. 

[ The pupil opens the gate and STREPSIADES comes in.] 
Ye gods in heaven, what strange beasts are these? 
What is the matter? What d’you take them for? 
They’re like the captives from Sphacteria. 

Why are these fellows gazing at the ground? 
They want to find what lies beneath the earth. 
Truffles you mean: don’t trouble about that. 
I know where you can find them fine and large. 
But what are those at, bending down so low? 
They're probing the thick darkness below Hell. 
But what’s his back at, gazing up at Heaven? 
Learning astronomy on its own account. 
(To the pupils) Come in, my friends, don’t let him 
find you there. 
No, no, not yet: please let them stay a minute. 
I must consult them on my little troubles. 
They really mustn’t stay outside too long : 
Exposure to the air’s so bad for them. 
[Exeunt pupils. 
Good gracious! what’s all this? do please explain. 
This is astronomy. 
And what’s that there ? 
Geometry. 
What is the good of it? 
To measure land. 
Do you mean our allotments? 
No, the whole earth. 
A splendid notion, that. 
So useful and so public-spirited. 
Here is a map of the whole world. D’you see? 
Here we have Athens. 
No, I don’t believe you ; 
I don’t see any judges on the bench. 
But I’m not joking: this is Attica. 
And please, where is Cicynna, where I live? 
It’s just here; and Euboea, as you see, 
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Stretches out here ever so far along. 
Yes, we and Pericles gave it a stretch. 
But where is Sparta? 

Don’t you see, just here. 
That’s much too near us; please think out some plan 
To move it a good long way further off. 


. It can’t be done. 


Then we shall suffer for it. 
[Socrates ts seen suspended in a basket.] 
Hullo! who ever’s that up in the basket? 


. The Master. 


Who's the Master? 
Socrates. 
Oh! Socrates! please call him for me, sir. 


- No, call yourself. I really haven’t time: 


I’m busy. [Exit pupil. 
Socrates, dear Socrates. 


. What wilt thou, mortal, and why call’st thou me? 


First tell me, please, what you are doing there. 


. I tread the air and look upon the sun. 


But why d’you choose to look upon the gods 
From up there in your basket in the sky, 
And not down here on earth, if that’s your trade? 


. I never could have found the final truth 


Of things celestial, unless I'd fix’d 
My mind on high, and mingled all my thoughts 
With the wide sky, their kinsman, Nay, on earth, 
Had I gazed up at wonders in the heaven, 
I had found nothing. For the earth by force 
Draws to itself the moisture of the soul, 
As the soil’s moisture passes into cress. 
What? does the soul draw moisture into cress? 
Oh! please come down to me, dear Socrates, 
And teach me what I’ve come to you to learn. 
[Socrates descends from the baskel.] 

Why have you come? 

I want to learn to speak: 

Cc 
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For usurers and angry creditors 
Have plundered me and threaten to evict me. 


. How did you fall into this state of debt? 


The horse-plague seized me, and it spreads apace. 
But teach me one of your two Arguments, 
The one that never pays its debts. And then 
Whatever fee you ask for, I will swear 
By all the gods in heaven to pay it you. 
Gods, did you say? well, learn this first of all, 
Gods are not current with philosophers. 
What do you swear by then? Are iron coins 
Your currency, as in Byzantium? 
Would you learn clearly of all things divine 
And know the truth? 

By Zeus, yes, if I may. 
And come to converse with the holy Clouds 
Who are our goddesses? 

Indeed, I would. 

Then take your seat upon the sacred mattress. 
Well, I’ve sat down. 

Stretch out your hand to me 
And take this wreath. 

What for? oh! Socrates, 
Don’t sacrifice me like poor Athamas. 
Of course not: this is what we do to all 
Who seek initiation. 

What’s the gain? 

You'll be as sounding brass, the flower of speakers. 


[Pours flour over him.] 
But do keep quiet. 


Yes, you’re quite right there. 
I'll soon be flour and nothing else, I guess. 
Now, old man, keep holy silence: listen to our 
solemn prayer. 


‘Thou who hold’st the earth in balance, lord and 


master, boundless Air, 

Azure sky, and queens of thunder, Clouds, to whom 
we bow the knee, 

Rise and shine on high before us, for our novice 
here to see. 

Wait a minute, let me wrap up tight before the rain 
begins. 
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Only think, I left my cap at home behind me, for 
my sins. 

Come then, Clouds, whom we delight to honour, 
show your holy forms, 

Whether on Olympus’ peaks ye sit among the snows 
and storms, 

Or in Ocean’s bowers ye lead the dance, while 
laughing Nymphs behold, 

Or at Nile’s outpouring draw his waters in your 
jars of gold, 

Whether now ye haunt Maeotis' lake or Mimas’ 
snowy height, 

Heed the sacrifice we offer, hearken to our holy 
rite. 


Chor. (invisible). | Clouds, arise! 


Loud-resounding Ocean’s daughters, 
Blown of winds and born of waters, 
Floating ever through the skies,— 
Rise we higher, till we rest 
On the mountain leafy-tressed, 
From that beacon-height espying 
Holy Earth before us lying, 
Watered mead and fruitful hill, 
Stream divine and murmuring rill, 
Seas whose boisterous billows roar 
Ever on the sounding shore :— 
Now that Ether’s tireless eye 
Flashes forth in brilliancy, 
Let our bright eternal form 
Doff its veil of rain and storm : 
Earth is fair before our eyes,— 
Clouds, arise! 


Socr. High and holy Ladies, now I know ye hearkened 


to my cry. 
Dost not hear the voice immortal in the thunderclap 
on high? 
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on holidays ; 


to our lays. 
Haste amain, 
Maids of rain! 
Sister maidens, haste to see 
All the fair Palladian lea, 
View the lovely pleasant land, 
Home of Cecrops’ warrior band ! 
There are wrought in holy fear 
Rites that none may speak or hear: 
There the novice perfect made 
Enters through the mystic portals, 
There are sacrifices paid 
Duly unto heaven’s immortals; 
Temples rise with lofty column, 
Stands the statue’s sculptured grace, 
Crowds devout in order solemn 
Wend unto the holy place: 
All the year are banquets spread, 
Victims duly garlanded,— 
Still each new returning spring 
Doth the joy of Bromius bring, 
Brings the tuneful choirs that vie 
In their festal minstrelsy, 
Brings the flute’s resounding strain,— 
Thither, thither haste amain, 
Maids of rain! 


I must be told 


roines of old? 
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Jeer no more, and don’t behave like country clowns 


Hold thy peace, a mighty host is roused to listen 


Tell me who these ladies are, please don’t say no; 


bbs they have such solemn voices: are they 
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Socr. No, they are the Clouds of heaven, patrons of our 
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pairs. 


These are they who give us judgement, logic, wit 
(aside) With periphrasis and humbug, power to 
That’s the reason, when I heard them, why my 


t longs to quibble subtly and to split a thousand 
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If I may, I should so like to see the ladies face to 
face. 
Turn your eyes then to Mount Parnes, for with 
slow and silent pace 
I can see them now descending. 
(The Clouds begin to appear.) 
Show me where— 
There, crowding down 
Through the glens and through the thickets all 
across the mountain’s crown. 
Where d’you mean? I can’t yet see them. 
By the entrance-door behind. 
Now I see. 
Well, if you can’t, you must be quite 
‘ high-gravel blind.’ 
Now I feel their holy presence: they are filling all 
the sky. 


. Didn’t you believe before the Clouds were goddesses 


on high? 
No indeed, I used to think them mist and vapour, 
smoke and dew. 


. Then you never knew they nurtured all our worthy 


sophist-crew ; 

Seers like Lampon, quacks and doctors, swells 
with rings and well-trimmed nails, 

Up-to-date musicians, men of science with their 
wondrous tales, 

All of these, because they hymn their praise, they 
keep in idle crowds. 

That is why they sing ‘the onset of the gleaming 
watery Clouds’ 

And ‘the blasting storms’ and ‘hundred-headed 
Typho’s streaming hair,’ 

And ‘ pellucid atmospheric taloned birds that swim 
the air’ 

And ‘the showers of dewy cloud-banks’; and the 
Clouds, by way of pay, 

Feed them all on pickled salmon, grouse and par- 
tridge every day. 

Well, they’ve served the Clouds to get it. 

That may be, but let me hear 
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Why they look like girls, if they are clouds. Those 
others don’t, up there. 

What do clouds up there look like then? 

Well, I don’t exactly know; 

More like fleeces pulled about than women, These 
have noses too. 

Now please answer what I ask you. 

Ask me anything you wish. 

Haven’t you sometimes looked up and seen a cloud 
like beast or fish, 

Say, a leopard or a Centaur? 

Oftener than I can tell. 

They become then what they want to, If they see 
a long-haired swell, 

Just to parody his folly, they'll become a shaggy 
bull. 

Now they ’ve made themselves like girls, because 
they ’ve seen some girlish fool. 

Hail then, Ladies, and if ever ye have raised your 
voice on high, 

Rend the heavens now with your thunders, queens 
of earth and sea and sky. 

Hail, old man of hoary visage, seeker for the Muses’ 
lore, 

Hail, high-priest of subtlest nonsense, tell us what 
you want us for. 

To no other would we listen of the sophists now-a- 
days, 

Save to Prodicus, whose wit and wisdom we shall 
ever praise, 

And to you, because you strut along the streets and 
roll your eyes, 

Going barefoot, suffering insults, honouring us as 
mysteries. 
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What a voice, how sweet and solemn and mysterious 
it seems. 
Yes, for they alone are holy: other gods are empty 
dreams, 
What! d’you mean that Zeus is not god, Zeus in 
heaven, on whom we call? 
Zeus, d’you say? now don’t talk drivel; Zeus does 
not exist at all. 
What! Who makes the rain then? tell me that, 
and I shall be content. 
Why the Clouds: I'll prove it to you by convincing 
argument, 
Have you ever seen rain falling, when the clouds 
weren’t passing by? 
If it’s Zeus who rains, he ought to do it from a 
cloudless sky. 
That’s a clever point, I grant you, neatly used to 
back your case. 
But who is it then that thunders, when I cower and 
hide my face? 
Why, the rolling clouds make thunder. 
What d’you mean? that’s blasphemy. 
When they’re teeming full of water and are forced 
across the sky, 
Big with rain and bulging downwards, aR iy at a 
fearful rate, 
Charging each against the next, they burst and 
crash with all their weight, 
But who is it drives them onwards? do you think 
it’s Zeus, or not? 
No, the atmospheric vortex. 
Vortex! yes, I quite forgot: 
Zeus does not exist, but Vortex rules instead of 
him to-day. 
Tell me then, whence comes the lightning, flashing 
on its murderous way, 


rrp. 


NE®EAAI 

Kal xaradpptye: BdddAwv juas, rovs 8 CGvras Tept- 
prver; 

Todroy yap dh davepds 6 Zeds tno’ éni rods éem- 
dpkovs. 

Kal TGs, @ pape ov cal Kpovioy dCwv kal Bex- 
KeoéAnve, 

eimep BdddAet ods emibpxovs, TGs ody? Sipe’ 
evémpnoev 

ovde KAedvvpov 00d O€wpov; xalror opddpa y’ elo’ 
énlopxot 400 

GAA Tov atrod ye vedv Bddder Kal Sovviov axpov 
’AOnvéwr, 


kal ras dps ras peyddas: tl paldyv; od yap 5) dpis 
y émopxei. 

ovk od": Grap eb od déyew gatver, rl ydp éorw d90 
6 Kxepavvds; 

brav «ls ravras dvewos Enpds perewpioels xara- 


Kew Oi}, 
évdo0ev airas donep xtorw vod, Kare in 
dvayKns 405 


pnéas airas £m héperar coBapds ba thy mu«vérnra, 
tnd rod polBdov cal rijs puns abros éavrov Kara- 


kalov. 
Srp. vy ALP, ey yotv arexvas Enabov rovri more Ata- 
cloow 
@mtTwyv yaortépa tois ovyyevéow, Kar odk éoxwr 
dpednoas* 
n 8 ap eépvoar, ctr’ efaldyns diadaxjoaca zpos 
avra 410 
ToPOaAWG pov mpoceriinoey kal xaréxavoey 7d 
m™pdawTov. 


Xop. ® Tis peydAns emOvyjoas codlas avOpwre map’ 


par, 


Soer, 


Sir. 


Soer, 


Sir. 


THE CLOUDS 31 


Burning some of us to cinders, scorching those it 
does not kill? 

Surely Zeus must send the flash to punish those 
who thwart his will, 

Good old-fashioned fool, your theories date from 
some pre-lunar age. 

If Zeus really smites the sinners, how has Simon 
shunned his rage, 

And some others I might mention? they are sinners, 
every one. 

But instead it’s his own temple that he smites and 
Sunion, 

Or some great tall oak, and why, pray? Surely 
oaks do nothing rash. 

I don’t know: you may be right, but please, what 
is the lightning-flash ? 

When the dry wind once gets caught inside the 
clouds far up on high, 

It inflates them like a bladder: then by its own 
density 

Rushes forth in angry whirlwind, breaking through 
its cloudy frame, 

And through stress of rush and whirlwind bursts in 
fury into flame. 

Well, I swear, it’s just what happened at the festival 
to me: 

I was roasting a fine haggis for my friends and 
family ; 

Like a fool I had not slit it, and it swelled, and in 
a trice 

Burst in two and burnt my face black, and dis- 
figured both my eyes. 
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Happier than all in Athens, yea, in Hellas shalt 
thou be, 

If thou hast but thought and memory and endurance 
in thy heart, 

Never weariest, walking, standing, nor, however cold 
thou art, 

Utterest complaint, nor ever long’st for lunch when 
at thy job, 

But abjurest wine, athletics, and the follies of the 
mob, 

And for thine ideal takest, what befits a man of parts, 

In debate to be victorious and in all the statesman’s 
arts. 

If a heart of oak can help me, and an ever wakeful 
care, 

And a strong and thrifty stomach, that can feed on 
humble fare, 

So far I shall prove an anvil you may smite on 
without fear. 

Well then, you must have none other god but those 
we worship here, 

Chaos yonder, and the Cloud-banks, and the glib 
Tongue, just these three— 

Why, I won’t so much as speak to other gods I 
chance to see. 

They shall have no more burnt-offerings: not a drop 
of wine I'll pour: 

Not a pinch of incense will I waste on any altar 
more. 

Tell us boldly what you want then, for you'll never 
fail again, 

If you honour us aright and always try to use your biedis. 

Holy Ladies, I will tell you: mine is but a small 
demand, 

Only just to be ten miles the smartest speaker in 
the land. 

That we certainly can grant you: from this day we 
here decree 

No one else shall carry resolutions more successfully. 

D 


34 


- NE®EAAIL 


Srp. pr "pol ye Aéyew yvdpas peyddas* od yap rotrwy 


Xop. 


=rp. 


Xop. 


érOupo, 


GAN bo" euavtd orpewodixjoa cal rovs xpioras 


dodo Oeiv. 


reve rolvuv dv tyelperss ob yap peyddwy éemOupeis. 
GAAQ ceavrdv OappGv rapddos Tois iperépors Tpo- 


modo. 


436 


dpdow ral tpiv morevoas: 7 yap dvdyxn pe me Cet 
51a rovs Immovs tovs xommarias xal rov ydpor, ds 


pe érérpuper. 
viv ody tobr@ xpnoOwy arexvds 
6 tt BovAovrat. 
toutl Té6 y euov oop avroiow 
mapéxw ténrew, mewhv, dupqy, 
avxpeiv, prydv, doxov delpewv, 
elzep Ta xpéa diadevfoduar, 
trois r dvOpémous elvar dd€w 
Opacvs, evyAwtros, ToAunpds, ins, 
Bdedupds, Wevddv cvyKoAAnThs, 
edpnovenns, Teplrpyszpa bixGr, 
kbpBus, xpdradov, xlvados, rpdyn, 
paoOAns, elpwr, yAouds, drdaCer, 
Kévtpwv, plapds, orpddis, apyadéos, 
parororyés. 
tadr el pe Kadoto’ aravrarrtes, 
dpadvrav arexvds & re xpyCovew* 
kel Bovdovrat, 
viy Thy Arjpntp’ é« pov xopdiy 
Tots @povriotais mapabévrwy. 
Aja pey mdpeots TOdE 
ovK Grodpov, GAN’ Eroov. ich & 


Taira pabay rap’ éuod KAéos ovpaydunkes 
_@y Bporotow ees. 


44° 


445 


450 


455 


460 


Sir. 


Chor. 


fi Se 


Chor. 


THE CLOUDS 35 


Goodness me, not resolutions: that’s not what I have 
in mind: 

Only to deceive the court and leave my creditors 
behind. 

You shall have your heart’s desire then: for we 
own it is not large: 


Only pluck up heart and trust yourself to our  _' 


attendants’ charge. ———. 

Well, I'll trust you and I'll do it: for I’m very 
badly hit 

Thanks to my good son’s new racers and my 
marriage, curse on it. 

So now let them take me and do what they will: 

I give them my body for good or for ill; 

To be hungry and thirsty and flogged black and blue, 

To be frozen or flayed to make tops for a shoe, 

If I can but escape from this horrible debt, 

And appear to the world as a glib parroquet, 

A go-ahead villain, whom nothing confutes, 

A concocter of libels, a shirker of suits, 

A code-book on wheels, or a cymbal of brass, 

A double-dyed knave, who parades as an ass, 

An impostor, a braggart, a bird from the gaol, 

A turn-coat, a hard nut, a lick of the pail. 

If they'll call me these names, when they meet me 
in town, 

They may do what they like, now they’ve made me 
their own; ‘ 
Yes, at last, if they want, they may cut out my 

inners, 
And serve me as tripe at philosophers’ dinners. 
Well, he’s certainly got pluck, 
He’ll be smart and use his luck. 
If you’ll learn what we can teach, 
Your renown shall straightway reach 
Up from earth beyond the skies. 
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What is my fate? 
For the rest of your days 

You shall live with me here, and have every one’s 
praise. 

Shall I see this with my eyes? 

Yes, countless crowds shall come to visit you at 
home, 

To tell you all their troubles and consult you on 
their writs: 

You'll advise them on their pleas, their demurrers 
and their fees, 

You will win them many thousands, and you'll 
exercise your wits. 

Take the old man, Socrates, and see what you can 
teach him best; 

Stir his mind a bit with questions, put his judgement 
to the test. 


. Come tell me now how matters stand with you, 


That I may know your case and bring to bear 
Some maxims from the new philosophy. 
Maxims, d’you say? You're not going to besiege me. 


. No, but I want to ask you a few questions. 


Have you a memory? 

Well, it acts in two ways; 
When something’s owed me, I remember well, 
When I’m in debt, I cannot help forgetting. 
Have you by nature got the gift of speech? 
I’ve not much gab, but I’m not bad at grab. 


. How can you learn then? 


That ’ll be all right. 


. Well, let’s begin; when I throw out some theory 


On astronomics, mind you swallow it. 

Am I to gulp down learning like a dog? 

The man’s an ignoramus and a boor. 

I fear, old man, you really need a beating. 
Suppose that some one hits you, what d’you do? 
First I get hit: then after a little while 

I go to the police-court: then again 

After a little wait take out a summons, 


. Come now, take off your cloak. 


D’you want to beat me? 


. Our rule is novices must enter stripped. 


Don’t talk, but take it off. 
Well, tell me this, 
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If I am careful and learn readily, 
Which of your pupils shall I get most like? 
I’m sure you'll prove a second Chaerephon. 
Good heavens, I'll be more than half a ghost, 
Now please don’t talk, but follow me at once; 
Come this way quickly. 
Place the sacred cake 
In my hands first: oh dear! I don’t much like 
Descending like this into the mouth of Hell, 
Go on, don't stand there gibbering round the door. 
[Exeunt Socrates and STREPSIADES. 
Luck be with thee, valiant heart— 
Fare thee well, and so depart! 
O happy and blest be the elderly man 
Who, 'spite of his years, of the Modern a lover is, 
Who resolves to be clever as well as he can 
And completely au fait with the latest discoveries! 
To thee, the chiefest and the first of all, 
High God of Gods, we reverently call— 
Great Zeus, be near! 
And thou, the trident’s wielder, shaking ever 
Earth and salt ocean with tremendous lever, 
Poseidon, hear! 
Thou too, our father, mighty Name of awe, 
Whence all things living life and nurture draw, 
Hail, holy Sky,— 
Guiding thy chariot thro’ the heavenly height, 
Pouring o’er earth the splendour of thy light, 
*Mongst men and gods a deity of might, 
Sun, hear-our cry! 
You, my audience sage and clever, grant me your 
attention, pray. 
We complain that you have used us in a most im- 
proper way: 
We who more than all immortals benefit your state 
and you, 
We alone have no libation, ne’er receive an offering 
due : 
Yet we save you: when to senseless expeditions 
you're inclined, 
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Then we send you rain and thunder, so that you 
may change your mind: 

When you chose the cursed tanner, Paphlagonian 
base and vile, 

Making him your chief commander, mind you how 
we frowned the while, 

How we stormed, and how the thunder roared amid 
the lightning’s blaze, 

How the moon in indignation nearly left her wonted 
ways? 

Then the sun put out his candle, saying with an 
angry air, 

Uf must be led by Cleon, go and get your 
ight elsewhere !’ 

Yet you did elect the fellow. Foolish is your city 
still ; 

But the gods (’tis said) correct it, bringing blessing 
out of ill: 

Though you make a bad beginning, somehow still 
you muddle through: 

And from e’en your latest error hear how good 
may come to you— 

Prove the bribes that Cleon’s taking, prove the 
public cash he steals, 

Sep tne cormorant in prison, lay him safely by the 
eels, 

Then the maxim’s truth confirming, though at times 
you slip and fall, 

That will be a genuine blessing which will quite 
atone for all! 


From the high rocky crag of thy Cynthian hold 
Come, Phoebus vs kine. from the Delian shore: 
Come, Ephesus’ queen, from thy palace of gold, 
Where the maidens of Lydia thy favour implore: 
And come, O thou goddess we claim as our own, 
Athene the shield-girt, who guardest our town ! 
And thou who dost roam with the bands that 
adore thee 
O’er peaks of Parnassus, th nightly resort, 
While torches in darkness flash wildly before thee, 
O come, Dionysus, for revel and sport! 
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ACT II 


SCENE I 


The same. 
[Enter Socrates.] 


By Respiration, Void, and Atmosphere, 
I never saw a fellow half so stupid, 
So witless, dull, and hopelessly forgetful. 
I’ve taught him one or two recherché quibbles, 
But he forgets almost before he learns: 
But still, I’ll call him out into the court. 
Strepsiades, come out and bring your bed. 
[Enter STREPSIADES. 
But I can hardly move it for the fleas. 
Put it down quickly, and attend to me. 
There. 
Well now, what would you prefer to learn 
Of all the things you've not been taught as yet? 
Shall we take measures first, or rhythms, or words? 
Measures, I think: for just the other day 
The miller cheated me of half a quart. 
I don’t mean that, but which measure you think 
Most beautiful—the three time or the four. 
I think there’s nothing like a real good bushel. 
Oh! nonsense. 
Well, I'll bet you what you like 
A bushel measure is four times a peck. 
Confound you! you're a stupid, clumsy fool. 
Perhaps you might learn something about rhythms. 
How will they help me make my bread and butter? 
It makes one smarter in society 
To recognize what’s in the martial rhythm, 
And what’s in dactyls. 
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Dactyls, did you say? 


Oh, my dear good Socrates, 
It isn’t this I want to learn. 
What then? 
Why, what I said—the Unjust Argument. 


. Yes, dactyls. 


. But there's another thing you must learn first, 


Which animals are really masculine. 
Well, surely I know that, unless I’m mad. 
Rams, I suppose, he-goats, bulls, dogs, and turkeys". 
Now a ou call the female just the same. 
Why, what d’you mean? 

Male turkey, female turkey. 
Oh! so I do. Well, what ought I to say? 
Turker, perhaps, and Turkess would be best. 
Turkess, that’s clever now, by Atmosphere. 
And in return for such a useful lesson 
I'll fill the meal-trough for you to the brim. 


. Wait; there’s another case: you said male-trough 


When it’s a woman’s thing. 
Why, what d’you mean! 
I called the trough male! 
Yes, just as you’d call 
Cleonymus a male. 
Oh! please explain. 


. You said male-trough: Cleonymus is male. 


But, my good friend, he hadn’t got a trough— 
He did his kneading in a rounded mortar. 
What must I call it for the future then? 


. Femeal-trough, female, just like Sostrata. 


A female trough, d’you say? 
' Yes, that’s quite right. 
I've got it, femeal-trough, Cleonyma. 


. Now I must teach you about proper names, 


Which have male endings and which feminine. 
Well, I know which are feminine. 
Which then? 
Lysilla, Philinna, Clitagora, Demetria. 
What names are masculine? 
Why, thousands of them. 
Philoxenus, Melesias, Amynias. 


1 ‘Cocks’ in the original, but the joke obviously won't work in 
English. 
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Hullo, you're swindling: those aren’t masculine. 
Not masculine? 

Of course they aren't at all. 
How would you call Amynias, if you met him? 
How? I should say, Hullo, Amynia. 


. D’you see? you've called Amynias a woman. 


Quite rightly too, when he won’t join the army. 
But why teach me what every fool must know? 
All right: lie down here, if you like— 

What for? 


. And think out some new theory of your own. 


No please, not there: or if I really must, 
I'll do it better lying on the ground. 


. No, there’s no other way. 


Oh dear! oh dear! 
I shall be scored off by the fleas to-day. 


. Ponder and think with a resolute brain, 


Twisting and turning and twisting again! 
If in a puzzle you happen to stick, 

Hop like a flea to a different trick: 

Sleep the consoler be far from thy brow— 
Ah! ow! ah! ow! 


. What's the matter? what’s up now? 


I’m being killed by inches. Can’t you see? 
I’ve got flebitis and they’re eating me. 
Look! they’re biting every part, 
Now they’re gnawing at my heart, 
And they'll soon have finished me. 
Steel thy heart and bear the pain. 
What, and let them bite again? 
All my skin’s gone, all my things, 
Even my heart and sandal-strings, 
And to add to all that’s lost, 
While I’m singing at my post, 
I'm almost giving up the ghost. 
Now then, there, are you thinking? 
Am I thinking? 
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Of course I am. 
What have you thought about? 
How much these fleas are going to leave of me. 


. Plague take you! 


Thanks, it nearly has already. 


. Don’t be fastidious: just wrap up again. 


You must devise some way out of your fix, 
Some clever fraud. [Exit Socrates. 
Good heavens, won’t some one help? 
I'd like to find a way out of these blankets. 
[Enter SocraTEs, 
Come now, I'll just see how he’s getting on. 
Are you asleep? 
Good gracious! no, not I. 


Good Lord, no. 
None at all? 
Well, turn over again and think at once. 
Think! what about? Do tell me, Socrates. 


. Think what you like yourself and tell it me. 


Thousands of times I’ve told you what I like— 
Not to pay interest to any one. 


. Well, just wrap up and slice your mind up small, 


And think things over bit by bit, and search 
Carefully and distinguish. 
Oh! how awful. 


. Be quiet: and if you can’t work out one plan, 


Leave it and try another tack; and then 
Set your mind working and preserve your balance. 
(After a pause.) Socrates, Socrates. 

ell, my friend, what is it? 
I’ve found a way out of this interest. 


. Explain it to me. 


Tell me quickly— 
What? 
Suppose I could engage a first-class witch, * 
And pull the moon down from the sky at night, 
And shut it up at once in a round box, 
Like a travelling looking-glass, and keep it there— 


. Well, what would be the good of that? 


The good! 
Why, if the moon should never rise again, 
I needn’t pay the interest. 

Why not? 
Because the interest’s paid by the month. 


E 


50 
dw. 


' NE®EAAI 


bOAEis* dmepp’, odx dv didagalunv o ért 


Xrp. dri tl; val mpds Trav Oedv, & Sdxpares. 


Lo. 


rp. 


Srp. 


Xop. 


Srp. 


Xop. 


Xop. 


GAN edOds emAnOa ot y Grr’ dy Kat wdOns 785 
evel rl viv 32) mpGrov ediddxOns; A€ye. 

hép dw, ti pévtor mpGrov Hv; tl mpdrov Hv; 

tls Ww ev H parrdpeda pévror raAgira; 

olpot, tls iv; Sw. odk és xépaxas aropbepei, 
émAnopdraroy Kal oxaidraroy yepdvriov; 792 
olyot, Tl otv 890 6 Kaxodalywrv reloopa; 

amd yap ddodpat pr) pabadav yAwrrootpodeiv. 

GAN’, @ Nedédat, xpnordy tt cvuBovdevoare. 

Hees pév, ® mpecBira, cvpBovdcvouer, 

el col Tis vids éorw éxreOpappévos, 795 
méurew exeivoy dvtl cavrod pavOdvew. 

GN Ear’ En01y vids Kadds te Kayabds: 

GAN’ obk eOérAec yap pavOdvew, rl éyd 7400; 

ov 8 émurpémets; Srp. ebowpare? yap kal opprya. 
drip péreysl y abrdv: iy be ph O€An, 8or 
otk eof Saws otk eeAG ’*k ris oixlas. 

Gp alcOdver mAciora b0 juas dyad arly’ Ewy 805 
povas OeGv; as 

éroos 63° éorlv dmavra dpav 

bo” dy Kededns. 

av 8 dvdpds éxmemAnypévov Kal pavepds emnppévov 
yrovs amoAdwes, 5 Tt mAcioroy divara, 811 
Taxéws* iret ydp mws Ta Towadl érépa tpémer Oat. 


Chor. 


Sir. 


Chor. 
Sir. 


Chor. 


THE CLOUDS 51 


Nonsense. Now go. I won't teach you again. 
Why not? Oh Saree for mercy’s sake. 
Whatever I tell you, you forget at once. 
For instance, tell me what I taught you first. 
What was the first thing? oh! what did come first? 
What is the thing in which we knead our flour? 
Oh dear! what is it? 
Off to blazes with you, 
You dull, forgetful, blithering old fellow! 
Exit Socr. 
Oh dear! oh dear! what will become of me? 
It's all up, if I can’t learn how to cheat. 
Oh! Lady Clouds, give me some good advice. 
Old man, we would advise you, if you have 
A grown-up son, brought up as he should be, 
To send him here to learn instead of you. 
It’s true I have a son—a fine young fellow— 
But he won't learn, so what am I to do? 
D’you let him idle? 
Yes, he’s strong and lusty. 
But still I’ll go and look for him, and if 
He won't, I'll drive him out of house and home. 
[Exit STREPs. 
In a very little while 
You, my friend, will make ti pile: 
Then we trust that you will own 
*Twas by us, and us alone: 
For we’ve brought a pupil who 
All you bid will gladly do! 
While the poor misguided elf 
Clearly is beside himself, 
Make your hay while shines the sun, 
Only, be it quickly done: 
Oftentimes ’twixt cup and lip 
Comes an unexpected slip! 
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SCENE II 


A Street showing Strepsiades’ house and the 
Thinking-School 


[Enter STREPSIADES and PHIDIPPIDEs.] 


By holy Mist, you shan’t stay here a minute, 

So go and eat your uncle’s marble columns. 

My dear good father, what’s the matter with you? 
By Zeus in heaven, you aren’t in your right mind. 
By Zeus in heaven, d’you say? What ignorance! 

A man of your age to believe in Zeus! 


id. Why, what is there to laugh at? 


Why, dear me, 
You're still a baby with your old-world notions. 
Now just come here and let me teach you better. 
I'll tell you something that will make you a man. 
But mind you never breathe a word of it. 


id. What is it then? 


Just now you swore by Zeus. 


id. I did. 


See then how great a thing is knowledge. 


For Zeus does not exist. 
Well, who does then? 


Vortex is king, for he has banished Zeus. 


id. Goodness, what nonsense! 


No, it’s solemn truth. 


. Who says so? 


Socrates, the Atheist, 
And Chaerephon, who knows the pace of fleas. 


id. My poor old father, are you so far gone 


As to believe these lunatics? 

Hush, hush! 
Do not speak lightly of philosophers 
And men of parts, whose strict economy 
Prevents them getting their hair cut or shaving, 
Or going to the Baths to wash. But you 
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Wash me and lay me out for—bankruptcy. 
Now just go quick and learn instead of me. 
Is any useful knowledge to be learnt there? 
Good gracious, all the wisdom of the world, 
You'll learn to know yourself, and all your folly. 
But please, just wait a minute for me here. 
[Exit STREPSIADES. 
What can I do? My father’s off his head. 
Had I best get a writ for lunacy, 
Or warn the undertakers that he’s dying? 
[Enter STREPSIADES- 
Look here, what d’you call that? now answer me. 
A Turkey. 
Well, and what d’you call this bird! 
A Turkey, 
Both the same: that’s quite absurd. 
You must learn not to do so, but call this 
A Turkess, and the other one a Turker. 
A Turkess? why, is this the sort of wisdom 
You learnt in visiting those clodhoppers ? 
Yes, and lots more. But everything I learnt, 
I clean forgot, because I was so old. 
Is that the reason why you lost your cloak? 
I didn’t lose it: I thought it away. 
And what about your sandals, poor old fool? 
I lost them ‘for the cause’ like Pericles. 
Come, let’s be going. If you obey me now, 
Do what you like hereafter. I’m quite sure 
I used to obey your prattle at six years old. 
The first fee that I got as juryman, 
I spent on a cart for you at the fair. 
The time will come when you'll repent of this. 
Hurrah! you will obey! here, Socrates, 
Come out. I’ve brought my son to visit you, 
Although he didn’t want to come at first. 
[Enter Socrates. 
He’s young and not acquainted with the ropes. 
You'ld be a quaint sight, if you got the rope. 


=rp. 
Ya. 


=rp. 


So. 


‘NE®EAAI 


ov« és képaxas; xarapa od TO didackddw; 

idod Kpéuar’, os HAlOov epbéyEaro 

kal rotor xel(Acow dveppunxdow, 

mds dy dbo. ro? otros andhevéw dixns 

}) KAjow }) xatveow dvaneornplay; - 875 
xalrot ye Taddvrov Totr éuaber “CrépBodos. 

dpére, ddacxe: Ovpdcodds eorw hicer 

evOds yé row, marddpioy dv revvovrort 

éxAartrev évdov olxlas vais 1° éyAvder, 

dpagidas re oxvrivas eipydcero, 880 
Kax TOV otdlwv Batpdxovs éroler Ts doxeis. 

Smws 8 éxelyw TH Adyw pabhoerat, 

rov Kpelrroy’, doris éorl, xal Tov frrova, 

és rddixa Adyor dvarpémer Tov Kpelrrova: 

ay 8% pz}, Tov yody Gbixov rdon Téxv7. 885 
avros pabjoeras map avroiv roiv Adyow. 

ey 3 dre. Srp. toird vey péurno’, Srws 
mpos TavTa Ta dixat dyTiAdyew dSurijoerat. 


AIKAIOS AOTOS. AAIKOZ AOTOS. XOPOS. 


Atk. 


Aé. 


Atk. 


Aé. 


Aa. 
Atk. 


Aé. 
Aé. 


x@per devpl, de?fov wavrdv 

toiot Oearais, xalmep Opaods dv. 890 
i Sror xpycets. moAD yap paddAdv a” 

év Tois moAAotot A€ywv arodG. 


dmodcis ob; tls dv; Ad. Adyos. Au. frre 
y dv. 

GAAG we ViKG, TOV euod Kpeirrw 

gdckorr’ iva. Aux. rl cody mrodv; 895 


yvopas xawas ekerploxwr. 

radra yap av0ei da Trovrovet 

Tovs dvonrovs. 

ovK, GAAA codors. Aux. dmo0dG oe xaxGs. 

elxé, ti mower; Aux. ra dixava A€yor. goo 


Str. 


Soer. 


Str. 


Socr. 


Sir. 


THE CLOUDS 57 


Be quiet, confound you: don’t insult the Master. 
D’you hear how he said ‘wope’: just like a baby. 
He lisps and cannot even say his r’s. 
How can he learn acquittal from a suit 
Or prosecution or convincing brag? 
Yet others have—after expensive lessons. 
Well, try him. He’s a born philosopher. 
Why, when he was a child so high, he used 
To make houses and ships and leather carts, 
And really lovely frogs of orange-peel. 
Now, let him learn that pair of Arguments, 
The Better, as you call it, and the Worse, 
Which pleads unjustly and confutes the Better. 
At least at all costs he must learn the Worse. 
The Arguments themselves shall teach him here, 
And I will leave him. 

Well, remember this: 
He must be fit to answer all just pleas. 

[Exeunt Socrates and STREPSIADES. 


[Enter the Just and Unjust ARGUMENTS. ] 


Just Argument. Now come along quickly, don’t sulk and 


hang back; 
Let the audience see you, you brazen-faced quack. 


Unjust Argument. You can go where you like, but the 
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more you retreat, 
When we talk, the more public you'll find your 
defeat. 
You'll defeat me! who are you? 
An Argument. 
Stuff! 
You’re only the Worse one. 
But quite good enough 
To defeat you, who think yourself so much the best. 
What tricks will you use? 
Oh! some clever new test. 
I suppose so, for as they’re so very unwise, 
The audience always think novelties nice. 
Yes, because they are clever. 
I’ll beat you to-night. 
I should like to know how. 
By defending the right. 
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Oh! but there I can easily give you a twist; 
For I will not admit that the right can exist. 
Not exist, do you say? 
If it does, tell me where. 
With the gods in the sky. 
Well, if right is up there, 
What of Zeus, when he played his old pa such 
a trick? 
Oh! this blasphemy’s spreading: I’m feeling quite 
sick. 
You’re a poor blind old bat, out of tune with the 
times. 
You're a shameless young scoundrel, debauched with 
your crimes, 
Those are names sweet as roses. 
A sycophant too. 
You crown me with lilies. 
You parricide, you— 
I assure you you’re pouring pure gold on my head. 
In my days it was thought far more like molten 
lead. 
Then I’ve all the more credit, for keeping so cool. 
Your cheek is unbounded. 
You old-fashioned fool. 
Come to me, my young friend, and don’t mind him: 
he’s mad. 


J. You'll repent if you touch him, you impudent cad. 


Chor. 


SN 


Now stop all this wrangling, and don’t try to scold, 
But tell us in turn, 
First you, what you taught in the good days of old, 
Then you, what they learn 
From your up-to-date lessons: and then he will 
know 
Both sides of the question and choose where to go. 
I’m willing. 
And I too. 

Then which shall begin ? 
I’ll let him start off: when he thinks hé will win, 
I'll bring out my best quips and my new sophistry. 
And at last, if he opens his mouth to reply, 
Like a bee-hive let loose in his face and his eyes, 
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My answers shall sting and torment till he dies. 
Now, my pair of wits, Use the arms you carry— 
Now for verbal hits, Wordy thrust and parry: 
Forward to the charge! Let each rival artist 
Show the world at large Which of you’s the 
smartest : 
For my friends will find That it’s past denial 
All their March of Mind Is upon its trial. 
So you, who used our sires to teach in the school of 
an old morality; 
Just make us your usual kind of speech and give us 
a taste of your quality. 
Listen, and I'll tell you clearly what the ancient 
system meant, 
When I prospered teaching right, and virtue was 
an ornament, 
Little boys might just be seen, but never heard, was 
then the rule; 
Two and two along the streets they plodded to the 
district school 
Soberly, and with no coats on, even through the 
snow and rain, 
There they mightn’t cross their legs, but learnt to 
sing some ancient strain, 
‘Holy Pallas, city-sacker,’ or ‘Now raise the shout 
of praise,’ 
Keeping the old tunes and measures chanted in their 
fathers’ days. 
And whoever played the fool or tried to modernize 
the song, 
Putting in some nasty trill, or stopping on a note 
too long, 
Like your up-to-date performers, trying by their 
sickly strains 
To corrupt the good old music—got a dusting for 
his pains. 
Dear  Zecssimnias pre-historic, Unicorn and Lion 
stu 
Taught before the Ark and Deluge. 
Yet, my friend, Savi good enough 
To produce our old-world heroes and the men of 
arathon : 
But to-day you teach the babies to put coats and 
ulsters on, 
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So, good youth, take heart and vote for my success 
and his defeat ; 

Then you'll learn to hate this lounging at the Baths 
and in the Street, 

Learn to blush at all that’s shameful, flush when 
insults meet your ear, 

Rise and leave your seat politely, when you see 
your elders near, 

Never try to cheat your parents, or do anything that’s 
vile, 

For ’tis yours to set the type of Honour in the 
modern style. 

If you follow his advice, my boy, it’s ten to one, 
I'll bet, 

You'll become a dull young blockhead, and they'll 
call you ‘Mamma’s pet.’ 

. No, you'll be a ruddy-cheeked and smooth-skinned 
athlete all your days, 

Not a lounging, chatt’ring gossip, following the 
modern craze, 

Always wrangling in the law-courts, quibbling when 
you cannot prove: 

No, you'll go and run your laps beneath the olives 
in the Grove, 

With some quiet, sober comrade, wreathed with 
silver bulrushes, 

Redolent of shiv’ring poplars, leaves and a mind 
at ease, 

Happy in the joy of spring-time, when the flowers 
are born again, 

And the elm-tree gently whispers secrets to the 
list’ning plane. 

If you'll just carry out the few precepts I preach, 

And give your attention to all that I teach, 

Your chest shall be broad, your skin shall be white, 
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Your shoulders robust, your tongue short and polite. 
But if you behave like the youths of to-day, 
Your chest will be narrow, your skin will be grey, 
Your shoulders will shrink, and your tongue will 
extend, 
And your public harangues never come to an end: 
At last you'll believe that black is white, 
That right is wrong, and wrong is right. 
High and great his creed’s profession: 
How from all the teacher says 
Virtue shines and sage Discretion 
And the bliss of olden days! 
You, sir, now, whose smart young clients 
Idolize your modern Science, 
Something very shrewd and clever 
You must now to say endeavour, 
If like him you’d win our praise. 
But keen must be your arguments to save you from 
disaster, 


Unless you'd be a laughing-stock and own you've 
met your master, 


. Since first he started talking, I’ve been choking 


with desire 

To deny and contradict and get the fat thrown on 
the fire: 

It’s precisely for this reason that the Thinkers call 
me Worst, 

That for winning votes and lawsuits I used contra- 
diction first. 

And this is just the game it’s worth a thousand 
pounds to play, 

To eae the worser argument and then to win 
the day. 

Let’s consider this old system, about which he 
seems so proud. 

First he tells his little pupil that warm baths are 
not allowed: 

Now tell me on what principle you think warm 
baths so bad. 

sas 1 they are immoral and play havoc with 
a 


Stop! I’ve got you by the middle, and you can’t 
slip through my hands; 
Tell me which of all the sons, whom Zeus begat in 
many lands, 
F 
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You think bravest and most capable of bearing toil 
with ease? 
J. Well, I don’t suppose you'll find a braver one than 
eracles. 
U. Then tell me where you’ve ever seen Cold Baths 
that bear his name: 
Yet no man was ever braver. 
‘ This is just the sort of game 
That fills the baths from day to day with crowds of 
wrangling boys, 
And empties the gymnasium, where they mayn’t 
make such a noise. 
U. Then you're always down on talking in the streets: 
I think it’s fine. 
If it weren’t, would good old Homer have thought 
fit to write that line 
Where Nestor’s called a ‘talker’? And the others 
just the same: 
He always calls them ‘talkers,’ when he wants to 
show their fame. 
Next to turn to what he thinks our greatest snare, 
I mean, the tongue; 
I believe to practise speaking’s the best training for 
the young. 
Then he praises self-control—another fatal Peon: 
Have you known a single person to whom self- 
control brought bliss? 
If you have, I’d like to hear it: just convince me 
with a word. 
J. That’s not hard. By self-control, for instance, Peleus 
won his sword. 
U. And a pretty gift for Peleus that good sword turned 
out to be. 
Why Hyperbolus, the lampman, by consistent villainy 
Very soon amassed his thousands, but a sword—upon 


3 life ! 
J. Well, but self-control at least gave Peleus Thetis for 
his wife. 
U. Yes, and then she went and left him. It won’t do, 
my poor old fool. 
Just consider, dear young friend, the blessings of this 
ancient rule, 
And all the jaunts and pleasures that you lose by 


being 
Now, I = , is life worth living, if you’ve got to be 
a prude? 
Let that pass. I’ll take a case that may occur toany man. 
F2 
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Suppose you fall in love and shock the chaperones : 
what plan 

Have you got to stop the gossips? Why, you’ve not 
a word to say; 

But if I’m your friend, dance, prattle, and let nature 
have her way; 

And if they ask you questions, ’tis an easy repartee 

To say you’ve done no harm at all; as any one can 


see 

That as Zeus himself was always such a gallant lady’s 
man 

There’s no reason why a mortal shouldn’t ape him, 


when he can. 
Now, what’s your reply? 


. I’m defeated and done. 


No, don’t ask me why: 
Take my cloak and begone: 
I'll desert the old crew 
And come over to you. 
[Enter Socrates and STREPSIADES.] 


. Have you decided? will you take your son 


Or shall I teach him the great art of speaking? 
Teach him and punish him and don’t forget 
To grind him hard and give him a fine edge; 
One side for petty suits, and on the other 
Strop his jaw nice and sh for politics. 


. All right: I'll send him back a first-class sophist. 
. A pale-faced good-for-nothing, I expect. 
. Well, start at once: but I believe, old man, 


You’ll wish you’d tried a rather different plan. 
[Exeunt. 
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ACT Ill 


The same. 


[Enter StREPSIADES, with a sack over his back.] 


The twenty-eighth, the twenty-ninth, the thirtieth, 
And then the day of all days in the year 

Which I most fear and dread and hate and curse, 
The thirty-first, when I must pay my debts. 

For all my creditors haye sworn an oath 

To take a summons out and ruin me. 

I've been to them and made the fairest offers: 
‘You won’t mind, if I don’t pay part just now, 


‘Part you'll have soon, the rest you'll let me off.’ 


And yet they say they won’t accept these terms: 
They call me cheat and swear they’ll have the law. 
Well, let them go to law, for I don’t care, 
When once Phidippides has learnt to speak. 
I'll knock and ask how he is getting on. 
[Goes to Thinking-School. 
Hullo there! 
How d’you do, Strepsiades? 
Quite well, thanks. Here! I’ve brought your bag 
of meal. 
One must do something to repay one’s teacher. 
About my son, I brought to you just now— 
Has he contrived to learn that argument? 


. Oh yes! he’s learnt it all. 


Deceit be praised! 


. Now you can get off any charge you like. 


Ev’n if I borrowed before witnesses ? 


. Oh dear, yes! the more witnesses the better. 


Now will I raise 

The song of praise. 
Farewell, a long farewell 
To usurers distrest ; 
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Go, Capital, to Hell, 
And Compound Interest. 
No longer can you harm me: I am free. 
My son is at my side, 
My champion and my pride, 
His sharp tongue flashing to defend my plea. 
He'll save the house from ill 
And squash each heavy bill: 
Oh! run and fetch him quickly here to me. 
Come forth, come forth, my son, 
List to thy father’s voice. 
Behold! the work is done. [Enter PuipipPIDEs. 
Now let my heart rejoice. 
Take thy son and go thy way. 
My child, my child, Calloo! Callay! [Exit Socrates. 
First, I am glad to see you look so pale, 
At last Denial’s written on your face 
And Contradiction, and the fine fresh bloom 
Of Philosophic Doubt ; ‘ What’s that you say?’ 
You’ve got the mask of injured innocence, 
Which hides the villain— Yes, I know it well. 
In your eyes shines the real old Attic look. 
Now save me, as you ruined me before. 
Why, what alarms you so? 

The thirty-first. 
The thirty-first? what’s that? 

Of course the day 
On which they swear they'll take a summons out, 
Confound them and their summons: one day can’t 
Be both the thirtieth and first as well. 
Why, what d’you mean? 

Mean! why how could a girl 
Be one year old and thirty—both at once? 
[To the audience.) My poor dear friends, why d’you sit 
gaping there? 

We've got the wits, and you are just our victims, 
You’re mere stones, ciphers, jam-pots in a row— 
So don’t mind if I sing a bar or two 
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About our good luck, mine and my son's here. 

‘ Bravo, old Strepsiades, 

You’re a match for two, 

And your boy Phidippides, 

He takes after you.’ 

That’s what you’re sure to hear 

All the neighbours cry, 

When they greet you with a cheer, 

As you're passing by, 

Back from your victory over the law: 

So come home to dinner and sharpen your jaw. 

[Exeunt StREPSIADES and PHIDIPPIDES. 

[Enter Pastas, accompanied by a friend.] 


Pas. Must a man then just throw his money broadcast? 
Of course not, but I should have done far better 
To have said ‘no’ at once without a blush, 
Instead of having all this bother now. 
Just think! to get my money back again. 
I have to drag you here to act as witness, 
And make myself obnoxious to a friend. 
But while I live, I won’t disgrace my country: 
I'll summons old Strepsiades— 
Str. (from inside) Who's there? 
Pas, To answer on the thirty-first— [fer SrREPSIADES. 
Str. Now, sir, 
Please witness that he named two days. What for? 
Pas. The fifty pounds you borrowed for that chestnut, 
Str. Chestnut! I beg you all to listen to him: 
You all know that I’m not a horsey man. 
Pas. By heaven! you swore by all the gods to pay. 
Str. By heaven! Phidippides had not then learnt 
The argument incontrovertible. 
Pas. And do you now mean to deny the debt? 
Sir. If not, I get no profit from my schooling. 
Pas. Are you prepared to swear by all the gods? 
Str. Gods! what d’you mean? 
Pas, Poseidon, Hermes, Zeus. 
Sir. By Zeus, I’d pay an extra bob to swear. 
Pas, Confound you then, sir, for your impudence. 
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He'd make a lovely tub with a coat of varnish. 
D’you dare to laugh at me? 
He'd hold six gallons. 
By Zeus and all the gods in heaven, you shan’t 
Make fun of me for nothing. 
I do like his gods: 
Zeus is a real joke, when you're in the know. 
One day I'll take it out of you for this. 
Just tell me if you mean to pay or not, 
And let me go. 
Now, just you wait a bit. 


I'll answer plain enough in half a minute. 
[Exit STREPSIADES. 
(To his friend.) What will he do? d’you think he'll 
pay the money? [Enter STREPSIADES. 
Now where’s the chap who’s asking me to pay? 
Just tell me, please, what this is. 
That, a meal-trough. 
And yet you expect to get your money back! 
I really couldn’t pay a man a penny 
Who dares to call a femeal-trough a meal-trough. 
You’re sure you won’t pay then? 
Not if I know it. 
And as for you, make haste and take your hook. 
All right, I'll go, but, as I live, I warn you 
I'll take a summons out immediately. 
You'll lose your costs besides your fifty pounds. 
[Exit Pastas. 
And yet I hardly want you to do that: 
You fell into the ‘ meal-trough’ trap so nicely. 
[Enter Amynias.] 
Oh dear! oh dear! 
Hullo! who’s this lamenting? can it be 
Some god out of a play of Carcinus? 
D’you want to know who J am? I’m a most 
Unlucky fellow. 
Don’t come near us then. 
‘O cruel chance, that broke my chariot-rail : 
O fate! O Pallas, thou hast me undone.’ 
Why what harm has Tlepolemus done you now? 
Now don’t laugh at me, sir, but tell your son 
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To give me back the money that he borrowed: 
I want it badly since this accident. 
What money? 
Why the money that I lent him, 
Good Lord! you really are in a bad way. 
I am: I’ve just been thrown by my new pair. 
You talk as if you’d been thrown on your nut. 
I talk? I only want my money back. 
You’re not quite well, my good sir. 
What d’you mean? 
I’m sure you've got concussion of the brain. 
I’m sure you'll find yourself in court quite soon, 
If you don’t pay my money. 
Tell me then, 
Do you believe, each time it rains, that Zeus 
Sends down fresh water, or d’you think the sun 
Draws up the same rain from the earth again? 
I don’t know really and don’t care a scrap. 
What right have you to get your money back, 
If you know nothing of the atmosphere? 
Well, if you’re hard up, pay the interest. 
What sort of animal ’s this interest? 
Why, month by month, and day by day it grows 
Larger and larger, as the time goes by. 
Well, what d'you think about the sea? Does it 
Grow larger that it used to be? 
Of course not: 
How could it possibly? 
Then, my good sir, 
If all these rivers flow into the sea 
And cannot make it larger, how can you 
Expect your wretched interest to grow? 
Now just make yourself scarce and leave the house. 
Bring me the whip. 
I’ll summons you for that. 
Get along with you.——Drive on, old grey mare. 
I'll charge you for assault. 
Now trot along, 
Old wheeler, or I'll prick you up a bit. 
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You’re going? Yes,.I thought I’d make you move, 
You and your trap and wheels and everything. 
[EZxeunt Amynias and STREPSIADES, 

How sad the end of vicious aims! This old man’s 
aims were vicious, 

And now to cheat of what they lent His creditors 
he wishes: 

O horrid plan! O bad old man! 

You'll see before to-morrow 

Unless I very greatly err He’ll make this new philo- 
sopher 

To suffer pain and sorrow. 

He'll find his son (which long has been His object 
and endeavour) 

Is trained to be at pleas unjust Particularly clever: 

In every fight By wrong or right 

He'll make his foes knock under,— 

But if perchance in time to come 

Papa should wish the youth were dumb 

I should not greatly wonder ! 

[Enter STREPSIADES, pursued by PutpIPPIDEs. 
Friends, neighbours, countrymen, lend me your aid. 
Save me from getting flogged to death—make haste! 
Oh! my poor head! oh! how my jaw does ache! 
You brute! beat your old father? 

Just so, father. 
D’you hear how he admits it? 
Certainly. 

You brute! you parricide! you house-breaker ! 
Oh! please go on: call me a few more names. 
I’m pleased as Punch, when I get slanged like that. 
Ill-mannered beast! 

Shower your roses on me, 
Beat your own father? 

Yes, and I can prove 

That I’m quite right. 

You cad! how can it be 
Right for a son to beat his poor old father? 


Phid. '\1 demonstrate it and convince you too. 


Str. What? you'll convince me! 
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Yes, quite easily. | 
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Now choose which Argument you'd like to hear. 


Argument? 
Yes, the Better or the Worse? 
Good heavens! I must indeed have got you taught 
To refute justice, if you’re really able 
To prove to me that it’s quite right and just 
That fathers should be beaten by their sons. 
Yet I believe I'll show it you so clearly, 
You won’t want to deny a single word. 
Well, I’ll consent to hear what you can say. 
Now bethink you, aged man, 
How to worst him if you can, 
Though in argument he’s dangerously pat— 
And I cannot but believe 
He has something up his sleeve, 
Or he’d ne’er be so unprincipled as that! 
So tell us how the fight began and lay the case before us: 
I’m certain that you can’t object to state it to the 
Chorus. 
Well, I'll tell you, if you wish it, how this fatal quarrel 
grew: 
I was giving him a dinner—as you know I meant to do— 
And I asked him if he wouldn’t take his lyre and 
play a piece 
Like that song of old Simonides, ‘The Ram who 
lost his Fleece’; 
But he said none but old fossils cared to play the 
lyre still, 
And to sing while they were drinking, like a woman 
at the mill. 
Surely that deserved a beating, and a good sound 
hiding too, 
To ask for songs at dinner, as old fogeys used to do. 
Only hear the stuff he’s talking—that is what he said 
just now, 
And as for poor Simonides, he wasn’t worth a blow. 
So I handed him a myrtle-branch and asked him to 
recite 
A little bit of Aeschylus: at that he cursed outright : 
*D’you suppose that I call Aeschylus a poet worth 
the name? 
He's a noisy, incoherent, break-jaw ranter past all 
ame.’ 
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Then, as you can well imagine, I was furious, but still 

I bit my lip and answered: ‘Well, just sing me, if 
you ) 

Something out of the new poets, something really 
good and smart.’ 

So he sang me some Euripides, a tale about the wrong 

That some brute did to his sister: God forgive him 
for the song. 

bass I really couldn’t stand it, but I let him have it 

ot: 

I swore and cursed him roundly, and so after that 
we fought 

Tooth and nail, as we were bound to, and the end 
was—out he flew, 

And pummelled me and stifled me and beat me 
black and blue. 


Phid. And richly you deserve it: you don’t like Euripides 


Sir. 


Phid. 
Sir. 


Chor. 


Phid. 


The cleverest of poets— 
h! you—no, don’t hit me, please, 
I didn’t call you anything. 
goodness! just you try. 
You ungrateful brute, I brought you up and when 
you used to cry 
I knew what you were wanting, and you hadn’t to 
ask twice: 
You only had to whine and whimper ‘ brun’ and in 
a trice 
I was off to get you milk, and if you shook your 
little head 
And called again for ‘mamma,’ then I knew you 
wanted bread. 
All the youngsters, it is clear, 
Long impatiently to hear 
How their interests this champion will protect: 
For I wouldn’t give a pe 
For an aged parent’s skin 
Should he prove that his behaviour was correct. 
So now, my engineer of words and curious novel 
pleadings, 
Make out a case to justify your somewhat strange 
proceedings. 
It’s a jolly life I’m leading in the New Philosophy, 
With an absolute contempt for all the law’s authority. 
For frag I lived for horses and was always in the 
ing, 
I couldn’t speak two sentences without some blun- 
dering: 
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But now my father’s cured me of those childish 
interests, 
And I'm all for subtle theories and arguments and 


tests 
I believe that I can demonstrate that parent-beating’s 


just. 

Oh! the old days were far better, please be horsey, 
if you must; 

I’d much rather keep your racers than be pummelled 
by your fist. 

Let us come back to our argument, from which you 
just digressed : 

First, please answer me a question: did you beat 
me as a boy? 

Yes, but always for your good, and never merely to 


annoy. 

Well then, doesn’t it seem just that I should think 
of your good too? 

If one’s good is just a beating, then I can’t help 
beating you. 

For it png can’t be proper that you shouldn’t get 
a touch, 

When I’ve felt the rod so often—I was born free 
just as much, 

As the poet says, ‘The children cry and shan’t the 
father weep?’ 

hi io say that’s not the custom that we usually 
eep: 

For we ‘think it is the business of the child to weep 
and cry: 

Well, old age is second childhood, I am ready to reply: 

And there’s all the better reason why the old should 
weep and wail, ’ 

For ae very much more wicked, when the old in duty 
ail. 

Well, my friends, I can’t help thinking there is justice 
in his plea: 

We old men should give the young ones a fair share 
of liberty, 

And if we sin and smart for it, we really can’t com- 


plain. 
Now consider one more aspect. 
Or you'll beat me once again. 


fr. 
Phid. But perhaps it will console you for the pain you’ve 


Sir. 


just gone through. 
Can you teach me to enjoy it, when I’m beaten black 
and blue? 
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I intend to beat my mother too. 

How dare you, sir? Good Lord! 
You get worse and worse each minute. 

Well, just let me have a word, 

And unless the Worse Argument’s lost all its beauty, 
I'll prove that to beat one’s own mother’s a duty. 
If you prove that, all the faster 
Are you bound to go to Hell 
With Socrates, your master, 
And your Arguments as well, 
And it’s you I’ve got to blame, 
You Clouds, to whom I prayed, 
You have played me a low game, 
When you promised me your aid. 
No, no, you’ve only got yourself to blame: 
You chose base means, and you have suffered for it. 
Then why didn’t you tell me this at once 
Instead of luring on a poor. old rustic? 
Because we always do this every time 
We meet a man attracted to low ways: 
It’s best, we think, to bring him into trouble, 
And then he learns to reverence the gods. 
It’s a hard lesson, Clouds, but it’s deserved. 
I ought not to have tried to steal the money 
That I had borrowed. Come, Phidippides, 
Let’s make an end of that beast Chaerephon 
And Socrates, who cheated both of us, 
I'll take no part in injuring my masters. 
‘Yea, thou shalt worship Zeus, thy fathers’ god.’ 
‘My fathers’ god!’ you’re dreadfully old-fashioned. 
Does Zeus exist? 

He does. 

Indeed he doesn’t: 

‘Vortex is king, and he has banished Zeus.’ 
He has not banished him, though I once thought so, 
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Thanks to this vortex of philosophy. 

Stop here, and gibber to yourself—I’m going. 
[Exit PuipipPipes. 

I have been mad. It was an evil day 

When I drove out the gods for Socrates. 

But, O Lord Hermes, be not wrath with me; 

Humble me not, be merciful, forgive 

The folly that I learnt from idle talk. 

And give me counsel: shall I bring a summons 

And have them up or—what d’you think is best? 

Yes, yes, that’s right: I mustn’t prosecute, 

But set their house on fire immediately, 

The silly chatterers. Here, Xanthias, 

Come out and bring a ladder and an axe: 

Then just climb up on to the Thinking-School 

And hack the roof in, if you love your master, 

Until you bring the house about their ears. 

Here, let me have a lighted torch at once; 

I'll take it out of some of them to-day 

For what I’ve suffered, spite of all their brag. 


[Enter Purtit.] 
Fire, Fire! 


‘Torch, ’tis thy task to scatter the broad flame.’ 
Here, what are you doing? 
Doing? why of course 

I’m chopping logic up among the beams. 
Help! some one’s setting the whole house on fire. 
Yes, it’s the man whose cloak you’ve got inside. 
You'll kill us all. 

That’s what I want to do, 
If my good axe doesn’t betray my hopes, 
And I don’t fall off first and break my neck. 


NE®EAAI 


TQKPATHS. 


obros, rl rovels eredv, obmt rod réyous; 
depoBarG Kal mepuppovG rov FALov. 
otyo. rdAas, delAaos anomyhoopat 


» €y® 88 Kaxodaluwr ye KaraxavOjcopat 
tl yap pabdvres robs Ocods bBplCere, 


Kal Tis ceAjvns eoxoreiobe Thy edpav; 
dlwxe, BddAe, Tale, TOAAGY obveKa, 
pdduora & eldas rods Oeods ds Hdl(kovr. 


1505 


THE CLOUDS 93 


[Enter Socrates.] 


What are you at there, you, up on the roof? 

*I tread the air and look upon the sun,’ 

Help! help! I shall be suffocated soon. 

I shall be burnt to death: will no one help? 

Too late now! why did you blaspheme the gods 
And spy upon the secrets of the moon? 

Hack! hew! smash! burn them! they deserve it all. 
No quarter! these men have denied the gods. 


The Pupils rush out: the fire burns higher: the Clouds 
appear in the background laughing. 
Curtain. 
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